The Sacred Park

who understand, or who have the secret, partakes, as it were,
both of the tournament and of the pleasures of the picnic. The
laws are profitable, or are a profession in themselves. There are
persons whose only livelihood is in the execution of the laws.
They never, that is to say, rise higher than messenger or Bow
Street runner; they run with the fiat, but are never given any
more intimate task than carrier of news. Meanwhile, the more
active role is played by persons who are professionally suited by
nature and long training. As to the laws, they are conveniently
adapted to protect those who live within them, and for the
destruction of any against whom the vote is cast. But our concern
is not with them. All our interest lies within the pale.

And, at this point, the park or pleasure garden must lose its
original interpretation. These are no longer brakes or spinneys;
wooden fences where the stags come to rub the velvet off their
horns; waters where, Actaeonlike, they look on the nymphs
, bathing. Instead, it is a town of houses. The lattice, the mashra-
biya, hangs before the windows. There is bright heat; or the
footlights, the arc lamps glitter. It is a town, or any town, but
with gardens and tall trees. Also, in parenthesis, it is a world of
youth. The old, or those who are wise among them, have left it
long ago. But the King stag stays fighting for his crown of fronds
as if the hungry hounds were pulling him to earth. Those are
the woods again, the dells and coppices. And we substitute, for
their image, the world of men and women. It is, at this moment,
of our own time and place, but will change, when we need it, in
metamorphosis, while, since all the figurants are young, there
will be little difference but in their dress and manners.

But, before this ends, it becomes again autobiographical and
personal. This part of our theme is an appeal to artists, for what
it is worth, to drop the mare's nest and the cul-de-sac. They have
been led astray on paths that only lead back to the starting point,
or even a little way behind that. In the manner of those cater-
pillars described by Fabre, the naturalist, that he placed on the
rim of a bowl and that walked, 'follow-my-leader*, for a day and
a night until they were footsore and nearly dying, yet never
tried any alternative, nor stopped to consider, it could be said
of the arts that it is time we should think of what has been lost
and what gained. There are so many, and such various things,
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